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SOUTHERN Spain— and a short, 
sleepless night full of the drifting 
scent of orange-blossoms ; moonlight 
slanting in a white bar through the open 
window ; footsteps coming and going 
ceaselessly in the street outside ; voices, 
laughter ; then, later, silence creeping 
in like a deep, slow tide, and suddenly 
a man's voice, singing : 

Por una mirada tuya 
Lo que diet a no s6yo ; 
Por un heso, la existencia, 
Por iu amor, salvacion. 

The words float through the window 
with the moonlight and the scent of 
orange-blossoms, fading gently away 
as the late passer goes farther on. 
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A warm Sunday in early Spring. In 
the fields the young wheat, green be- 
neath the smoky olive trees ; above, 
the radiant sky of Andalusia, and the 
sun showering gold through the limpid 
air. In front of an inn which stands 
beside the dusty road just outside the 
town a girl with pinks in her hair is 
dancing seguidtllas. Near her an Arab- 
eyed youth twangs a guitar. Her 
friends sit around in a half-circle, clap- 
ping their hands to mark the measure 
of the dance. ''Olef Ole!" they cry, 
at intervals, in gay applause. On a 
table are half-empty glasses of agua- 
diente; yellow flowers bloom near the 
door of the little inn, a baby tumbles 
happily about on the brown earth, and 
a bird hops in a rough wooden cage. 
The girl's body, lithe and slender, sways 
alluringly to and fro, the sun flashes on 
her white teeth and lights a gleam in 
her sombre eyes. The guitar-player 
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watches her gravely, his hand trembles, 
then he sings : . 

Hechicerosy ladrones. 
Que times unos ojos niha, 
Y que salen por los caminos 
A robar los cora^ones. 



It is Holy Week. The last of the 
masked brotherhoods, in robes of violet 
and gold, pass slowly along the twilight 
street. Before them, surrounded by 
hundreds of tall, twinkling candles, is 
borne the waxen effigy of Christ on 
Calwiry. Tne vast throng of onlookers 
is silent; the women are clothed in black, 
the men bareheaded. In the dimness, 
seen only by the flickering candle-light, 
that waxen figure seems a tragic truth. 
Of a sudden a boy's voice, clear and 
shrilly sweet, drops down upon the 
people from some high, unseen bal- 
cony. He is singing a saeta: 
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Caminando el buen Jesus 
Por la calle de amargura, 
Fatigado con la cru:(^, 
Encoutrd d la Virgen pura, 
Madre de la data lu[. 

Night in a pillared marble patio. In 
the centre, amid palms and vines and 
orange trees, a fountain plashes in a 
marble basin. Overhead, the dark, star- 
lit sky, and, from somewhere within, 
the sound of light voices and laughter 
coming nearer. Two are alone for a 
moment ; he with hat in hand and 
red-lined black capa thrown over his 
shoulder, she with soft, brilliant eyes 
flashing under a fall of lace, and white 
fingers playing with her fan. Is it a 
song in her ears — or a sigh? — 

/ Mir a iii si ser^ bueno 1 
Tu mano me estd matando, 
Y yo la mano te beso. 

A winter day on the bridge of Triana^ 



and an old beggar, with a crutch beside 
him, sitting in the feeble warmth of the 
sun smoking a cigarette. He has a rag- 
ged jacket of the kind worn by bull- 
fighters, and a faded red woollen scarf 
is wound around his waist. On his 
head is a greasy cloth cap. He is thin 
and gaunt and worn with years and 
disease, but he jokes unceasingly with 
the old woman at the stand near him 
who is frying bunuelos and selling them 
hot to the passers. It is the day before 
Christmas. Some one drops a coin in 
his hand and he sings in a raucous, 
cracked voice : 

La Noche-buena se viene ; 
La Noche-buena se va, 

Y nosotros nos iremos 

Y no volveremos mas. 



Such are the Songs of Southern Spain, 
as they come from the hearts of the 
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people : words, taken from the subtlety 
of poets or improvised from the pas- 
sion of the moment ; music, a wild, 
monotonous chant, belonging more to 
Africa than Europe, more to the Moors 
than to the Spaniards, music with a 
charm which, once yielded to, can never 
be shaken off. 

And to the exile from Southern Spain 
who finds nothing of that far land in 
travellers' books, nothing in pictures, 
nothing in the faces of the people he 
meets, nor in the voices and odors 
and laughter of other countries ; who 
sees it drift so far away in realization 
that it becomes at last something vague 
and indifferent and teasingly distant, 
to such a one comes some day a quick 
and vivid ache of remembrance called 
up by the rereading of some coplas or 
the music of a petenera, and Andalusia, 
which had grown so unreal, becomes 
unutterably true, and tears the heart 
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with its remoteness and blinds the 
eyes with tears of regret. 

Cuando sali de Sevilla 
yolvi la cava llorando. 
Adids, tierrecita mia, 
Qu4 lejos te vas quedando I 

New York, Oct., 1899. 
H. H. 
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TREASURES 

nPHE sea is lord of sands, 
The moon to heav'n belongs, 

The fields are rich in flowers — 
And Humankind have songs. 



THE COST 

nPHE love I fixed on thee, 
To life itself a crown — 

Such love devoted unto God 

Had gained me saint's renown. 



SEVILLA 

OE VILLA, citadel of dreams, 
Your ancient walls are high ; 

My sighs, ambassadors from far, 
Can never pass them by. 






A REQUEST 

QIT thou beside my bed, if e'er 

In final agony I lie, 
Thine eyes fix tenderly on mine, — 

Mayhap that thus I shall not die. 
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FROM THE SILENCE 

pROM the silence, as I listened, 
Came a mournful voice sublime. 

"Who is calling?" I demanded. 

And it answered, "I am Time." 



THE TRAITORS 

f SET a lock upon my lips 

Lest they "I love you'* might de- 
clare. 
Alas ! since then my traitor eyes 

Affirm it loudly everywhere ! 



THE WORLD'S SYMPATHY 

f ONCE began to tell the world 

My weariness and pain ; 
The world but turned its back and 
cried : 
"Those idle tales again I" 



PARTING 

"/^€K»-BYEi** I cried, "good-byf, 

^^ my fnend, ' 

Our dear companionship 's at end.'* 
The words my living Ups have said. 
But while I spdte my heart was dead. 
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THE MEETING 

i^NE day, upon a graveyard road, 
^"^^ Two ancient comrades met in 

sorrow ; 
** Farewell!" cried living unto dead. 
The dead replied : * * Until to-mor- 
row ! " 



JUANA'S PATH 

" nPHOSE little shoes of white 
In which you go — 
Where lies your path, that ne'er 

A stain they show?" 
Juana speaks, and thus 

Makes known her arts: 
''Where'er I take my way 
I tread on hearts." 
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THE QUEST 

IF forth you fare to seek a friend 
To stay your steps were kind ; 

I too have sought, and e'en in self 
A fnend I cannot find. 
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DEATHLESS SONG 

A SONG 'Which springs from out the 
^ soul 

Is like a bird which never dies ; 
By God's command it lives for aye. 
And still from mouth to mouth it 
flies. 
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FOUR WOUNDS 

PROM four tormenting wounds 

I ne'er find rest : 
Your loveliness, your grace. 

My love unblest, 
And, last, your absence, dear. 

O power divine. 
Can man for long endure 

With wounds like mine? 
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^O Halls 6( Justice went I forth ; 
The Judge invoked in earnest 
breath, 
"If loving well is counted crime 

Decfee my sentence unto death.' 
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THE FOOTSTEPS OF LOVE 

T 1 riTHlN my soul they slept, 

Those unremembered songs, 
You passed beside my door, 
Sweetheart, and all awoke ! 
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LOVE'S HUSBANDRY 

A S gard'ner long I toiled amid 

My Qyeen's emblossomed close ; 
Alas ! another gard'ner came 
At time to pluck the rose. 
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A DREAM 

I DREAMED the other night 

That you were mine at last — 
And then awoke ! Not e*en in dreams 
For me such happiness I 
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DIVINATION 

TIE who knows the lore of stars 
May oft his fate divine, 

And I, by studying your eyes, 

Perchance can learn of mine. 



I8 



FIRE AND SMOKE 

A FIRE is Love, 

Which lights the soul 
Whene'er its flames 
Two hearts ignite; 
But Love is smoke 
Which chokes and kills 
When one alone 
Its pain endures. 
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THE VICTOR 

f OVING held a long dispute 
^ With Loving-Not; 
And Loving, since so firm he stood. 
Was victor crowned. 
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MARAQyiTA'S KISS 

Jl yi ARAQyiTA, a kiss from your lips, 

For I go to confession ere noon, 

And if priest, peradventure, should 

chide. 

Then your kiss I 'II return to you 

soon. 
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THREE DAYS 

A*\H, Saturday is smiling hope» 
^■^^ And Sunday joy no song can 

tell. 
But Monday *s misery and woe, 

For then my lover says "Fare- 
well." 



32 



THE SECRET VOICE 

IiyiY friend, restrain your lips from 

song, 
Unless, within your soul. 
You hear a voice, or grave or gay, 
Which whispers gently, "Sing!" 
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MAN'S PITY 

lyyiY friends despise and censure 
Because my shame they see. 

Mankind cuts firewood ever 
From off a fallen tree. 
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READING 

"NTO man is wise because 

He reads the printed page. 
Since this to sapience 

Is but initial stage. 
By reading man perceives 

What other minds have known. 
He learns their deepest thoughts. 

But never thinks his own. 
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THE HEART OF GOLD 

OHE owns a heart of gold, 
The girl 1 love so true : 

Around her neck it hangs 
Upon a ribbon blue. 
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COLLABORATORS 

f WISH together we could write a 
song, 
A song which might forevermore 
endure ; — 
Your part would be to look within my 
eyes, 
And I would write, — success would 
thus be sure. 
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WISDOM'S IGNORANCE 

T ASKED a bearded sage, 

"Is loving good or ill ?" 
The Master-mind had never loved 
And so, perforce, was still. 
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UNRETURNING 

/^HRISTMAS-EVE departs again, 
^"^^ Christmas-Eve, the seasons o'er, 
Returns unchanged ; we, too, depart, 
But we on earth return no more. 
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THE EYES OF PEPITA 

TPHE eyes of yonder slender girl, 
Two brilliant stars in morning's 
sky, 

With one swift look despatch my soul — 
Without the look I also die. 
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AT HIS GRAVE 

T TIS grave they dug the while I 
passed, 
I said, the tears upon my face, 
*'0 sexton old, for heart so great 
This field of graves contains no 
place." 
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AN ALIEN 

piESPONDENCY consumes me day 
and night 
Since dawned the hour when first 
I canie to be. 
Methinks I ne'er for such a world was 
made, 
Or else the world was never made 
for me. 
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THE WORDS OF FOOLS 

A CONVERSATION held with fools 
^^ Is martyrdom to all the wise ; 
Howbeit, sages number few ; 

Not many win the martyr's prize. 
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FRIENDSHIP 

/'^OD, in compassion for man, 
^"^^ Friendship ordained unto birth ; 
"Angel of blessing ! " He cried, 

''Hasten thy flight to the earth !*' 
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SONG 

QOLOMON the Sage observed, 
If man the world would move 

And learn the art of deathless song, 
Then man must learn to love. 
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SUNLIGHT 

A RAY of sun appeared within 
A beggar's house, and said : 
' ' My place is here ; in richer homes 
My absence leaves no lack." 
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THE STREET OF BITTERNESS 

TPHE Street of Bitterness must all 
traverse, 
'Neath cross to groan, 
Yet none endures the weight of any 
cross 
Except his own. 



37 



FLEETING LOVE 

WOUR love I compare to the swal- 
* low, 

A swift and a fugitive thing : 
It comes with the Spring and the sun- 
shine. 
With Autumn and shadow — takes 
wing ! 
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DISTANCES 

A STEP — no more — ^from this my 
^^ house 

To Gloria's abode. 
From her familiar home to mine, — 
What long and weary road ! 
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HER LOVE 

1 17 HEN you came to my house in 
^ ^ the Spring 

You declared 't was to love me for 
aye, 
But in Autumn you left me as lone 
And as sad as the moon in the day. 
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POOR AND RICH 

T^HE poor man 's rich, with power 

To gain his children bread ; 
The rich man 's poor who spends 
And knows not how to gain. 
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SECURITY 

A KING may lose his crown 
^^ And find his power has waned. 
But none can take away 

The pride of having reigned. 
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THE WANDERER 

R yi Y heart *s a bird with broken wing 
Which sings despite its pain, — 
A bird whose nest is far away 
In lands of Southern Spain. 
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FACE TO FACE 

i^ DARK one, raise your eyes 
^■^ And view me face to face. 
Belovdd, from the eyes 
Is known who truly loves. 
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AN INSCRIPTION 

A T the door of thy house I will 
place 
An inscription ; the words shall be 
seven ; 
In letters of gold they shall read : 
"This way one goes up into 
Heaven." 



45 



WITHIN YOUR FACE 

T II riTHIN your face, Sweetheart, 
The best of earth and skies. 
Two roses in your cheeks, 
Within your eyes two stars. 
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LOVE AND ABSENCE 

T OVE in absence seems 

A shadow cast 
Which grows with distance great, 

Increasing fast 
Absence, like the wind, — 

So sages state, — 
Doth quench the little fire 

And feed the great. 
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A QUESTION 

A CHILD her mother questioned 
^^ once 

Upon this wise : 
'*What thing is this, which through 
the world, 
Is known as Love?" — 
''Now God defend thee, daughter dear. 
From all reply ! " 
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HIS CHOICE 

|i yiORE I love her» poor and plain, 

Than rich and fair to see, 
For beauty looks upon her glass, 
But poverty on me. 
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WASTED 

f PLACED upon a heart 

The love of all my soul. 
Alas ! I built upon the sands, 
I wrote upon the waves. 
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IDLE THOUGHTS 

T^HE bee doth seek the flowers 

To steal from them their sweets ; 
My thoughts are roving bees, 
And thy red mouth a flower. 
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THE HEAVEN OF LOVE 

\ X riTHIN the heaven of love 

The sighs are morning stars, 
The kisses stars of night, 
But jealous fears are clouds. 
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DESTINY 

A KING was David born, 
And Solomon a sage, 
And 1 — ^thy lover, Sweet I — 
To each his heritage. 
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AT LAST 

OHE ceased to live : upon her face 

A handkerchief I spread, 
That earth at last might not regale 
The little mouth I kissed. 



54 



THE END 

f^OR you I deserted my God, 
For you my dishonor I rue ; 

And now I am destined to live 

Without God, without honor — or 
you I 
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PRECAUTIONED 

TX THENE'ER to church you turn 

your little feet 
A veil must hide your loveliness, my 

Sweet, 
Because the saints, though wrapt in 

saintly grace. 
From altars will descend to see your 

face. 
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A BLESSED GUARDIAN 



OUR mother 's blessed of God, 



Y _,. 



Although the skies are far, 
Although the nights are dark» she 
guards 
Within her house a star. 
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THE FAREWELL 

'T'HE day I left Sevilla's walls 

I turned my face, the tears fell 
fast : 

** Farewell, beloved land of mine. 

So far away within the past ! " 
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UNATTAINABLE 

f WISHED to climb to Heaven 
Upon the ladder love. 

The highest rung was constancy^ 
I could not climb above I 
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THE FRUITLESS TREE 

A T the foot of a fruitless tree 

I considered the world where we 
live, 
And the value imposed on man 

When to man he has nothing to 
give. 
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ENVY 

T ITHENE'ER I see your Ups 

I envy butterflies, 
Who, seeing honey, stop their flight 
To drink — ^and then take wing I 
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NOT FOREVER 

pOR things of this imperfect world 

Let no inquietude be yours ; 
No good exists without an end, 

Nor yet an ill which aye endures. 
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A VAIN COMMAND 

"l )l f OULD'ST preach to desert sands, 
my soul? 
Or cry to those who Death have 
met? 
Would'st brand with iron untouched 
by fire? — 
Then bid me finally forget. 
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THE SPENDTHRIFT 

f LOST the half of life to win 
One bitter joy from fate. 

And now the other half I 'd stake 
For other bHss as great 
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A LOVER'S ADVICE 

nPRUST never living man, save me, 

To none give ear ; 
This wise advice I give, because 

I love you, dean 



IMPORTUNITY 

A LTHOUGH to me you 're always 
saying no, 
I daily seek the house wherein you 
dwell, 
Because the beggar most importunate 

At length receiveth alms and fareth 
well. 
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JEALOLS^" 
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" \A/HAT *«" ^ jejdousy? 
Inquired my friend. 
Nor knew enlightenment 
His thrift would end. 
With willing mind I *d change 

My skill and art 
To gain his ignorance 
And quiet heart. 
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HER EYES 

\/0U stole from Heav'n above 

Those eyes, so sweet and blue. 
And unto Heav'n you '11 give account 
For all the ill they do. 
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THE LOVERS LIE 

TX) give my parents their desire. 
And sacrifice a heavy heart» 

I said I loved thee not» and still 

My thoughts are ever where thou 
art. 
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THE SECRET 

T 11 rOULD'ST learn of love 'twixt 
man and maid 

And read the heart of each? 
Observe if eye says more than tongue 

And silence more than speech. 
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SERENADE 

I KNOW in your bed you are lying, 
That you 're waking and listening 
I know ; 
I know in you 're heart you 're reply- 
ing 
To the songs I am singing below. 



71 



THE ROAD OF POVERTY 

r^ENY not bread to brother man 
Who begs from door to door in 
sorrow, 
He shows the way along a road 

Which you yourself may take to- 
morrow. 
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LOVE'S HISTORY 
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OVE is born of sight 
And grows by word ; 
With jealousy 't is fed, 
But oft, I 've heard. 
It perishes of griefs ; 
To grave forlorn. 
At last, by newer love 
T is slowly borne. 
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DARK DAYS 

T^HE sun comes forth for all. 

So almanacs agree. 
But days when ne'er your face I view 
No sun comes forth for me. 
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